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THE SUPER-SOUL. 

FROM Sun-begotten sires of earliest life, 
We draw our being, stronger through their strife. 
They fought their way from formless germ to man, 
With "climbing instinct," following nature's plan — 
The plan, however planned — that life shall rise. 
The "Right" of Nature lives, the "Wrong" still dies, 
Not individual, but of the race. 
The greatest man leaves no enduring trace 
Save in the building, strengthening of the power 
From which the coming man derives a dower 
Of added strength and upward striving will, 
That cumulates through generations still. 
Not power of wealth or rank, but that of thought, 
Which lives and grows forever and has wrought 
All that has lifted life from brute to man 
Since first the gleam of reason's light began. 
Thought moves forever on in peace or wrath 
Though blood of retribution stain its path. 

Science, with searchlight of unbiased will, 

Through dust of dream and dogma peering still, 

Strikes to the solid rock of Nature's youth 

And says with confidence: "Here rests the truth; 

This earth was once impossible of life, 

Now with life's varied forms the earth is rife." 

The necessary sequence checks the breath. 



74 THE MONIST. 

By unknown forces Life was born from Death; 
By natural law, to chemist still unknown, 
Man has evolved from inorganic stone. 
Strange confirmation of primeval thought — 
From dust of earth the Gods mankind have wrought. 

But whence is this that lifts us far above 

The dawn of life, this power of thought and love ? 

This upward striving, this "divine desire," 

This restless star-ideal, ever higher? 

The mind that through the tiny cells of brain 

Can weigh the universe, and call again 

The wisdom of all ages to its side, — 

The heart that still with patience can abide 

The scorn of men for higher love of man, — 

The souls creative, lifting us to scan 

The half-veiled beauty which we dimly see 

In those rare hours that seem from earth set free — 

Was this potential infinite alone 

In that first germ that lived from lifeless stone ? 

Or was there influx of a mighty soul, 

In-forming, lifting toward a rising goal — 

Through each new form infusing greater strength 

And greater self-dependence, till at length 

The soul of conqueror Man, still incomplete, 

Sees all the powers of nature at its feet ? 

Yet life evolved from inorganic stone, 
How — matters little, so the fact be known. 
Then was the power to live before the life, 
'Twas in the stone itself through all the strife 
Of world-formations ; in the glowing mold 
Of lifeless suns, in sunless realms of cold. 
From unbeginning past we reach to-day ; 
To endless future lies our upward way. 



THE SUPER-SOUL. 75 

In that eternity from whence we came 
Lives still the potence of the higher aim, 
The concepts Good and Beautiful and True 
Forever widen to man's widening view. 
There is no absolute, no perfect whole. 
Perfection means stagnation, growth is soul. 
The mountain tops that genius may attain 
Rise ever higher from the grovelling plain, 
But o'er their loftiest crags still loom afar 
Unending peaks beyond the utmost star. 
The immortal past is parcel of our life, 
It breathes into our souls the upward strife. 
The scientists, the poets and the seers, 
The best and wisest of the bygone years, 
Point ever upward from the heights they won, 
And cry: "Beyond! Above! 'Tis but begun!" 

Perhaps correlative to high desire 

The Universal Soul's undying fire, 

The Growth-Law which is God, informs us still. 

Unrecognized, dream-felt, it molds the will; 

It beckons ever to remoter goal, 

The all-embracing Mind, the Super-Soul. 

C. L. Marsh. 



